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MAURICE: Give me your hands.

STELLA: No, I won't. Let's be sensible and talk about
what's going to win the Grand National.

MAURICE: Of course the honest-to-God truth Is that you're
ever so much lovelier than when I married you. What is
there that gives you this sudden new radiance? You look
like a goddess who's just created a world and is about to
step upon it for the first time.

STELLA: I don't know why I should look any different from
usual.

MAURICE: I watch your face. I know every change in it
from day to day. A year ago you had a strained, almost a
hunted, look., but now lately you've had an air that is
strangely peaceful. You've gained a sort of beautiful
serenity.

STELLA: My poor lamb. I'm afraid that can only be due to
advancing years. Soon you'll discover the first wrinkle
on my forehead and then the first white hair.

MAURICE: No, no. You must never grow old. I couldn't
bear it. Oh, how cruel that all that beauty, all that
superb and shining youth of yours. . . .

STELLA: interrupting him qutcklj.] No,  don't,  Maurice,  I

beseech you.

MAURICE: It would have been better for both of us if I'd
been killed when I crashed. I'm no use to you, I'm no
use to anybody.

STELLA: Oh, Maurice, how can you say that? Don't you
know how desperately afraid I was when they told me
you were hurt and how relieved, how infinitely thankful,
when they told me at last, after days and days of anguish,
that you would live?

MAURICE: They should never have let me. Why didn't they
put me out of my misery when I was all smashed up? It
only wanted an injection a little stronger than usual*